her lieutenant in the battle and that I also badly needed a
holiday. To cut a long story short, on a beautiful April
morning - or was it May - we set out together in the car for
St. Tropez, with Pierre the chaufleur driving, and our
English maid beside him and John and I in die back of the
car with Tulip, her beloved Braban^onne, and plenty of
impedimenta, for the leisurely and lovely journey to the
south, punctuated by the best meals that can be eaten in
France. Saulieu, Macon, Aries, Avignon, Aix-en-Provence.
We stopped for the night as we felt inclined and allowed the
ex-chefs of royalty to feed us, and as the weather grew
warmer we expanded, our tired nerves relaxed and we were
very happy.
Before die war there were of course many thousands of
rich people who did this journey frequently as a matter of
course, tearing along the roads in Rolls Royces and His-
panos and Isottas, never troubling to look about them or to
think about beauty, bent exclusively on * getting there' and
on making a speed record. Filling themselves at intervals
with good food and drink on their way to Nice or Cannes,
to Juan les Pins, and above all to the Tables at Monte Carlo.
Probably they felt they had their reward and would have
been patronizingly amused at us in our rather ancient hired
car, with the dog and the maid and the suitcases full of
books. Pottering along at a relative snail's pace (both of us
cordially detested speeding), turning aside for Mimes,
Orange and the Pont du Card, wandering through that
lovely town of Aries and drinking iced Jeanne d* Arc beer
at the Jules Cesar, quite convinced that we were having the
time of our lives and happily determined to make the very
best of it and to enjoy every moment to the full. There
were vicissitudes, of course, but in our beatific frame of
mind they were taken in our stride. Despite grave warnings
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